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been confiscated by my lawyer- He seems
to be a man of wit, not too eloquent. I
have hopes.

CXLVII.

May, 1852, Wednesday, 5 o'clock.
FIFTEEN days of imprisonment and one
thousand francs fine! My lawyer spoke very
well; my judges were very polite; I was not
at all nervous. In fine, I am not as much
displeased as I should be. I shall not take
an appeal.

CXLVIII.

May 27, 1852, at night.
MY revenge has begun already. My
friend Saulcy was at a house where they
were talking of the judgment against me,
yesterday; when, heedlessly, he said such
big words as silliness, fatuity, stupidity,
conceit of snobs, and so forth, appealing to
a gentleman in evening dress whom he
knew by sight, but whose profession he did
not know. The gentleman was one of my
judges. Imagine the state of mind of the
hostess, the guests, and of Saulcy himself,bed the
